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And you cannot wait till our guests are

sped,
Or last week's wreath decays *

The light is still m our eyes

Of Faith and Gentlehood,
Of Service and Sacrifice,

And it does not match our mood.
To turn so soon to your treacheries

That starve our land of her food.

Our ears still carry the sound

Of our once Imperial seas,
Exultant after our King was crowned,

Beneath the sun and the breeze.
It is too early to have them bound

Or sold at your decrees.

Wait till the memory goes,
Wait till the visions fade,